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‘Bring Out Dark Side! 


Author's Notes: 
Blah. Enjoy. 


"Oh, fuck off, will yal? This is a fuckin’ show! Not a goddamn playground!" 

Roger Waters stood on stage, that long bass guitar strapped over his shoulders as he angrily looked out over 
the sea of either drunk or ecstatic adults. It was like he was playing for five year olds, not people actually 
wanting to hear the music. But there was some people looking up at him like he was a hero, which stopped him 
from throwing his bass down, and walking off stage. 

Jesus, some of them were nude. They were fucking nudel 


"Oil Keep your knickers on, you low class pansies! l'm tryin’ to sing!" 


He looked over to see David Gilmour laughing to himself as he tuned his guitar and then detuned it. Then he did 
it again. And again. Over and over. Was he fucking deaf? Fuck, he was like Syd! Roger needed a release from 


this madness. He needed music! They had proceeded with the chunk of Animals material and had about thirty- 


minutes for an encore. 


"MORE! GIVE US MORE!" The crowd shouted as Roger cringed at the sight of the rowdy patrons of the show. 
They WERE the Animals in his eyes. God, put up a screen so that he couldn't hear their bullshit. 


He stormed over to David, shoving his shoulder with a stern growl as the bearded thirty year old turned 
around, completely oblivious to the roaring crowd chunking things at him, "H-.Huh?" His dazed eyes met Roger's 
as the two looks intertwined with one another. He was drunk! But hell, he could still play! 


"Bring out Dark Side material. Not any of the overplayed songs, let's squeal these pigs while we can!" He yelled 
over the screams, David noticed the code for ‘play the shitty songs’. But they were still good ones in Dave's 
eyes. And they definitely still roared the way they would. 


Always. 


Dave walked over towards Nick and Richard, drunkenly whispering what the four would be doing. Rick happily 
nodded when he understood what the first song was on the set-list. A particular song about. death. Nick 
groaned loudly that Roger could hear it. Those drum fills nearly killed the older man. He wasn't as young as he 


used to be. 


He soon got the all clear from the back-up singers and from the stage hands. And then finally, David sat down 
at his slide-guitar, and giving an ‘ok’ sign towards his bandmate. God, they were so slow! Let's get on with it! 


Rick proceeded to press the keys in that familiar order, the slow hum of the slide-guitar making Roger smirk. 


This was one of his favorites, since that vocal was the only good part. 
Click. Click. Click. 


The two beats of the snare indicated the song's start, the female voice landing her vocal all over the song. 
God, she sounded better than Clare. No, no. That was impossible. 


Roger was jerking his guitar forward, playing each chord like it was his last, even doing that weird snarl-like 
face towards the crowd. He was angry, emotional, and excited all at the same time. 


David was biting his lip to the beat, raising his shoulders to get a better slide effect on the instrument. The 
same emotion was gathering up inside as he listened to that familiar vocal, he swinging his long hair around like 


it was an acid trip. 


Rick was crying his eyes out due to such beauty of the song, he now standing up as he slammed his fingers 
down on the keyboards, creating a harsh, yet powerful screech as the female vocal greatly harmonized with it. 


His chair that had sat him before was doubled over, Rick's tears causing the emotion to stunt even higher. 


Nick was jamming all the way. He slammed his drumsticks onto the toms in a fill he had never done before, 
going around the drums with great excitement. He then slammed the sticks down onto the cymbals, creating a 


loud ‘CRASH! right as the vocals became more like screams. 
Then Roger leaned his head back, sweat gathering up on his forehead and then onto his bass as it dripped 
downward. He could hear sniffles from the crowd as he provided that last bass chord that seemed to long on 


forever. And ever. 


On and on again. 


Maybe Syd could hear it? 


